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The time and fit occasion leave to her,

When she most aptly can thy suit prefer.

The time for maids to fire their lady's blood,

Is, when they find her in a merry mood.              405

When   all  things  at  her   wish  and  pleasure

move,

Her heart is open then, and free to love;
Then mirth and wantonness to lust betray,
And smooth the passage to the lover's way.
Troy stood the siege, when filled with anxious

care;                                                               410

One merry fit concluded all the war.

If some fair rival vex her jealous mind,
Offer thy service to revenge in kind
Instruct the damsel, while she combs her hair,
To raise the choler of that injured fair;                 4,15

And, sighing, make her mistress understand,
She has the means of vengeance in her hand:
And swear thou languishest and diest for her.
Then let her lose no time, but push at all;
For women soon are raised, and soon they fall    420
Give their first fury leisure to relent,
They melt like ice, and suddenly repent.

To enjoy the maid, will that thy suit advance ?
?Tis a hard question, and a doubtful chance.
One maid, corrupted, bawds the better for't;      435
Another for herself would keep the sport
Thy business may be furthered or delayed;
But, by ray counsel, let alone the maid;
Even though she should consent to do the feat,
The profit *s little, and the * danger great.               430

I will not lead thee through a rugged road,
But, where the way lies open, safe, and broad.
Yet if thou find'st her very much thy friend,
And her good face her diligence commend,
Let the fair mistress have thy first embrace*        435
And let the maid come after in her place.